The Family Reunion

Return to land in the spring?
Do the dead want to return?

Mary

Pain is the opposite of joy
But joy is a kind of pain
I believe the moment of birth
Is when we have knowledge of death

I believe the season of birth                                                    270

Is the season of sacrifice
For the tree and the beast, and the fish
Thrashing itself upstream:
And what of the terrified spirit*
Compelled to be reborn
To rise toward the violent sun
Wet wings into the rain cloud
Harefoot over the moon?

Harry

What have we been saying? I think I was saying
That it seemed as if I had been always here                            280

And you were someone who had come from a long

distance.

Whether I know what I am saying, or why I say it,
That does not matter. You bring me news*
Of a door that opens at the end of a corridor,
Sunlight and singing; when I had felt sure
That every corridor only led to another,
Or to a blank wall; that I kept moving
Only so as not to stay still. Singing and light.
Stop!
What is that? do you feel it?                                                   a*>

Mary

What, Harry?
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